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Mr. Seibold the cutest little toy pig, pure white with a pink nose. Around his neck was a violet ribbon, tying a great cluster of fresh violets. I have him yet, and he sits in silent meditation by my fireplace until someone picks him up and squeezes him. Then he emits a squeak that is very pig-like.
That afternoon after leaving Chicago we asked the newspaper men into our car to tea, and had a lot of fun over the "swine". The morning I had spent writing notes to thank all the nice people who had sent me flowers and other things. I always tried to do this myself instead of having my secretary do it.
At Shadow Lawn next morning, my old friends Mr. and Mrs. Hugh L. Rose arrived in a new car in time for lunch. It was Saturday and another crowd was arriving by train and marching into the gates by the time lunch was over. My husband addressed them, and we invited all the special friends in to tea.
Sunday was a welcome day of rest, and we all went to St. John's Church at Long Branch. Other guests arrived unexpectedly to lunch but left early, and we drove up to Atlantic Highlands and had the afternoon to ourselves.
On Tuesday Helen and I went to New York to shop for the day. When we got back I found that Mr. Lansing, the Secretary of State, had arrived. There had been disturbing news of another U-boat disaster. Mr. Lansing spent the night and he, my husband and I had a long, serious talk before going to bed.
Next day we were again on the road, this time to Indianapolis. Most of the afternoon we worked. We reached our destination about the following noon, and my husband made an address at a luncheon. Then we went to a stand to review an automobile parade sponsored by the Good Roads Association, where Mr. Wilson made another speech. From there we went to the fairgrounds where he spoke again and was given a gavel made from a plank of an old road. My brother